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of the senses, the soft annihilation, and the expiring sighs of the dissolving happy pair, may agreeably recall the memory of certain transactions in the foregoing winter, or anticipate the expected joys of the ensuing one.
Some time, too, may be employed, in epistolary correspondence with distressed, sympathizing friends in the same situation, pathetically describing all the disagreeable circumstances of the country, with this just exception only, "that one could bear with it well " enough for two or three months in the summer, with " the company one liked, and without the company " one disliked."
As for the more secret and tender letters, which are to go under two or three directions, and as many covers, the uppermost to be directed by trusty Betty, and by her given into the postman's own hand, they of course furnish out the most pleasing moments of the confinement; and I dare say I need neither recommend them, nor the attentive and frequent perusal of the answers returned to them.
But, as these occupations will necessarily meet with some interruption, and as there will be intervals in the day when thoughts will claim their share, as at dinner with my Lord or his neighbours, or on Sundays at church, I advise that they should be turned as much as possible from the many disagreeable to the few agreeable prospects which the country affords.
Let them reflect that these absences, however painful for the time, revive and animate passions, which, without some little cessation, might decay and grow languid. Let them consider how propitious the chapter of accidents is to them in the country, and what